FIREWORK 
by Andrew “Change” Huang 


gazing at the black canvas blanketed 
by the awe of millions bursting petals, 
the onlookers wait for falling ashes— 
oh, how magnificent we end the day! 
in our last moment, the night snickers; 
morning, we wake up to an empty sky. 


we let our eyes capture the bright sky, 
as it layers one at a time with blankets 
of whirls and spirals. and so, we snicker 
while we count the wild daisies’ petals, 
without losing the moments of today. 


sparks from blushes shower the day 
across our rooftop adorning the sky. 
lingering ashes fall from tips of petals. 
lucid smokes roll on glittering blankets. 


there goes the night's flowery blanket. 
in silence when we look back one day, 


at tonight filled with spraying petals, 


we are going to see the closing petals 
(with just you and i) beneath blankets— 


just you and i, beneath the blankets. 


